GENEVA

aristocracy of foxhunters?

SIR o. Signor: acrobats are not foxhunters.

BBDE. And gentlemen are not acrobats. But what a
pity!

THE NEWCOMER. Oh, whats the use of talking tc
you people? Am I dreaming? Am I drunk?

BBDE. No: you are only out of your depth, my
friend. And now to business. Strength. Silence.
Order, I am here to meet my accusers, if any.

JUDGE. You are accused, it seems, of the murder
and destruction of liberty and democracy in Europe.

BBDE. One cannot destroy what never existed. Be-
sides, these things are not my business. My business
is government. I give my people good government,
as far as their folly and ignorance permit. What more
do they need?

THE NEWCOMER. Why am I locked out of the par-
liament of Jacksonsland, to which I have been law-
fully elected: tell me that.

BBDE. Presumably because you want to obstruct
its work and discredit its leaders. Half a dozen such
obstructionists as you could spin out to two years the
work I do in ten minutes. The world can endure you
no longer. Your place is in the dustbin.

THE NEWCOMER. I give up. You are too much for
me when it comes to talking. But what do I care? I
have my principles still. Thats my last word. Now
go on and talk yourself silly.

BBDE. It is your turn now, cousin.
BATTLER. Do I stand accused? Of what, pray?
THE JEW [springing up] Of murder. Of an attempt
to exterminate the flower of the human race.
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